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cossacks said.    They left him unburied ... the cossacks
must have killed him, the swine ! "                                   \
" And they did well in killing him ! "
" Enough of that talk ; it will get you into trouble."
" Don't get angry.   I was joking."
" Another time keep your stupid jokes to yourself.    Sok
according to you the officers ought to be killed !    ' Down
with the epaulettes ' again ?   Isn't it time you found some
sense, Gregor ? "
" Get on with your story."
" There's no more to tell. I guessed the cossacks had
killed him, and went out and had a heart-to-heart talk with
them. They denied that they'd killed him, but I could see
by their eyes that they were lying. But what are you to
do with them ? You could piss in front of them and they'd
swear it was God's own dew falling." Kudynov crushed
the belt in his hands, and flushed. " They killed the one
man who knew the art of war, and now without him I feel
as though I'd lost my right hand. Who will draw up plans'
for us now ? We can talk away here, but as soon as it's a
question of strategy we're out of our depth. I'm thankful
Piotra Bogatiriev arrived, or I'd have had no one to exchange
a word with. And now I'm come to the real point: If our
people don't break through the front on the Donietz we
shan't be able to hold out. So we've decided, as I've already
said, to throw the whole army of thirty thousand into an
attempt to break through. If you're beaten back, then
retreat to the Don. We'll clear the right bank from Ust-
Khopersk to Kazanska, dig trenches and defend our-
selves. ..."                                                                      -
He was interrupted by a sharp knock on the door. " Come
in," he shouted.
The commander of the sixth special brigade, Gregor
Bogatiriev, entered. His strong red face was gHstening with
sweat, his faded auburn eyebrows were knitted angrily.
Without removing his cap he sat down at the table.
" What have you come for ? " Kudynov asked, staring at
Bogatiriev with a restrained smile.
" Give us cartridges ! " Bogatiriev demanded.
" We've given you some.  How many more do you want ?
D'you think I've got a cartridge factory here ? "
" And what did you give us ? One cartridge for each man j